November the tenth, twenty [i]exty[/i] six.



Hi girls!

I haven't had much time to write.  We can say things have fallen into some sort of routine, consisting of learning, tests and orgasms.  After the school day, I want to relax and unwind.  Most of the time, we end up playing hearts using a mahjong set - the tiles are impervious to our regular torrents, so they make fine pieces to use as cards.  Anything electronic has to be encased in an airtight box to be protected.  One roommate, Julie, who had brought a video game system, had to keep it hidden in the closet until sie could find a suitable shield to put it into.  We ended up pooling a bit of money together to buy ourselves a model specially made for gaming, with one large box to protect the device and controllers, and storage on the side for the games themselves.

Most of the furniture not made for comfort is coated with a material that's somewhat hydrophobic - I can't remember the exact name.  Thing is, it makes cleaning messes a breeze.  Usually, just a sweep of the hand is enough to take everything away and guide it to the drains in the corners of our room.  As for things like sofas and beds, there's no reason to bother - it's something we had all gotten used to at home, so sitting in a permanently soaked seat is nothing new, though I must admit I have it somewhat easier since scales are quicker to dry than fur.

All this to say, the basics of the room are covered, but for anything additional, we have to fetch these ourselves.  Fortunately, we didn't need that many things after all.  It was somewhat frustrating nonetheless because I've been entertaining a ravenous appetite lately, and it's eating in my wallet.  I don't know what's with me but I go to lunch with the thought that I could swallow the entire pizza rack all for myself - my eyes are bigger than my stomach but it doesn't change the fact that I've got one mean hunger, and I don't think I'm trying to eat my emotions away, so what's going on?

Anyway, I've got a whole lot of things to keep my mind busy.  If anything, I'm having fun!

After math class, it's something like nine o' clock and we have gym.  They call it physical education here.  Right away, I noticed that with the cooling weather and the class being held outside on a morning, our group was a wonderful lineup of highbeams that couldn't be turned off - and moreso even now in November.  They don't want to let us in the inner gymnasium until the end of the month.

You know, I think the teachers have been chosen carefully, just to antagonize us.  Not in a bad way, mind you!  I mean, as if to play the part of people who are oblivious to what we are and who openly wonder why we can't do the same things they do.  Just for example, our gym teacher is a gazelle taur.  It's like they had rounded up two PE staples into one.  The girl's taller, faster and more agile than any one of us, and she's got this affinity for sports that involve running and jumping.  One notable exception, despite our repeated requests, was the formal interdiction to play football - that's soccer for you.  Likewise, you couldn't find a football anywhere on campus.  One day, the teacher had ended up explaining that there was too much worry that a misplaced kick would hit the wrong ball.  The same applied to sports with high-speed projectiles like baseball and field hockey.

So what did we end up doing most of the time?  Athletics and gymnastics.

Can you see me coming?

First of all, the suit I was given was microscopic even by Japanese standards.  I was used to the slightly perverted shirts-and-undies style all right, but these things were smaller than a swimsuit.  In fact, they would've belonged on a six year old!

You could recognize a new student at the IPES by the fact that she was giving a dubious look to her gym wear.  At this point, the lady in charge explained that the fabric was stretchy enough to cover most of us.  To show us, Lavenna put on hir shirt... and to my amazement, the thing fitted just snugly over hir five-foot globes and reduced their carefree bouncing to a much more manageable amplitude.

...Well, when you had to go, you had to go.

I'll always remember my first day in gym because putting on the suit had taken everyone fifteen minutes.  My shirt couldn't even cover my lowermost pair of breasts despite my attempts; it kept riding up, and there was no way to get a bigger shirt.  It was normally forbidden to let one's assets show, but since I was stuck this way, the teacher gave an exemption to my lowermost bosom.  That's right.  I'm allowed to show off the fifth pair, but not the fourth!

The shorts, same story.  I was starting from a navy blue thing that could fit in the palm of my hand and had to, somehow, fit it around a pair of hips and a rear that belonged to a fully grown childbearer.

I slipped it on.

The material was as stretchy, if not stretchier than the shirt.  It went around my thighs easily enough, and made its way between my four sacs until I could be considered as wearing it, although the thing only covered a vagina that was already invisible for the most part.  I figured I might as well turn that thing into an object of desire.

So, I pulled at the shorts again until the back disappeared between the cheeks of my generous rear.

Now, I was sporting a V-shaped garment that went high on my hips but couldn't cover much.  Needless to say, my balls were all fully visible and swaying with every step as always.  My tail, couldn't do much about it - I couldn't even clip the shorts around the huge appendage.  My sheathes, well, you could seen the lip of each and my lengths stirring inside.  I just had to do my best not to look at myself in a mirror - or look at any other student for that matter.

Next was the teacher.  She was beautiful, toned, E-cupped (flatchested by our standards) and seemed almost out of place in a school made for hypers.  I could've understood had she been an attendant or some other minor employee, but that's a teacher we are talking about.  So what was the surprise?

It turned out there was none.  When we were all ready and lined up on the track, she told us to follow her and run one lap.  Contact between students and stopping for any reason was forbidden.

Okay, fair enough.  She motioned us to begin and then proceeded to run ahead.

We all made the mistake of looking at her behind.

The gazelle-taur had what was arguably one of the firmest, roundest and juiciest rears on campus.  She bounced away in this incredibly cute manner that brought her ass into value and made most of us run with our tongues nearly dragging on the sand.  At a quarter of the lap, it was already difficult to run.  I was erect in every possible way.  If I looked to either side, I saw the same thing happening to my classmates.  Some of them had to carry their cocks in their hands to keep them from dragging away.  Others had to watch out so they wouldn't trip over their own endowments.  Lavenna, and some others like Kim, Lucie and Matthew spilled themselves everywhere around us.

At half lap, the teacher had turned her head and blown her whistle to call our attention.  "Remember, no stopping!" she had told us.

It was like math class all over again.  Lip bitten, moans held and muffled.  My balls kept hitting my legs as I ran.  I had good padding, so it wasn't a problem in itself, but then, I thought of myself bouncing like that along the track...  Oh dear...

Three quarters.  I was openly whimpering.  I was running faster, ahead of the pack, wanting to get it all done as quickly as I could.  So I was displaying myself to the rest of the class - whatever!  Competition meant being ahead and making the life of the ones behind me difficult.  It wasn't my fault I was a lust dragon.  Some complained that the less endowed ones should be up front to give the others a chance.  Maybe next time.  I couldn't bear to wait any longer.

I pushed my shirt back down over my fourth pair of breasts.  I shielded the last in my hands.  The breeze of air was enough to unleash a wave of sensations within me.  Maybe I should protect the cocks - but which ones?  I only had two hands!  Thinking quickly, I decided to pull up my shirt and catch them all under it.

Bad idea!

Breasts bouncing, clothes moving - my shirt was masturbating me and I was titfucking myself all of a sudden.  I wasn't even looking at the teacher.  I couldn't even see her anywhere.  I was only looking for the white line that told me I had reached the end.

And when I did, I collapsed.

I hugged myself.  I hugged my eight cocks against me.  I erupted.  My cleavage was the volcano of my seed.  It slid all over me, covered my shirt inside and out and inflated it to a point where it rose above my third pair.  It turned out the fabric of my clothes was stretchy beyond even my beliefs.  Behind, my tail was performing artillery strikes on the upcoming classmates, who also fell to their knees and came.  Kim in particular, who was extra-sensitive, hugged me from behind and yelled all kinds of insults as sie came with great cries of joy.

I got up.  Realizing I was blocking the exit way, I took my arms off myself and watched as all this cum flowed down my shirt and spilled at my feet.

I was still whining from the effects of my climax.  What a feeling!

I came to learn that the Belgian way of dealing with being a hyper-endowed fur was to learn how to perform daily tasks while keeping ourselves under control.  PE was part of this ideal.  We'd do the sexiest routines in front of each other, high jumps, long jumps, somersaults and backflips, with the goal to restrain our urges for as long as we could.  Another challenge was in doing the movements themselves.  Running was fine, jumping was usually easy, and it trained us to do high jumps with our backs facing the ground - or else, the collision happened quickly enough for us to learn of our mistake.  Cartwheels, backflips and other acrobatics were especially hard.  We had to keep control over ourselves in every way, so much that we had to learn how to swing our globes in such a manner as to land on our feet.

Trampoline ended up being a favored activity for most of us.  We were fearless.  Even if someone landed completely off-course, sie couldn't even hurt hir own face.  There was too much cushioning for there to be much harm.  And thanks to the bounce, we could pull off new teases for everyone, along with some crazy stunts only students like us could think up.

"Ultimately," the teacher had told, "you should be able to keep focused even if something is masturbating every possible erogenous zone on you.  It doesn't matter if you cum, as long as you keep yourself and your surroundings safe."

There was a lot of sense in what she said.  Despite our huge assets, we'd have to be as productive and capable as any fur.  It was a given that none of us wanted to work in the pornographic industry.  We all looked for greater things: science, art and communications for most of us.

And at the end, like at each end of class, we were allowed to let the pressure loose in the locker rooms, which we all did in spades.

Over the course of the past two months, I was able to improve.  I can now keep a steady mind for the whole lap.  I can watch others play their sports without feeling a tingle in my sheathes every five seconds.  Just as expected, I had conditioned myself to choose when I would come.

The same happened for most of the students.  Thankfully, this wasn't necessarily a requirement - or else Kim and Lavenna would've failed on sight.  Whereas Lavenna could barely hold hirself for twenty minutes, I was now able to watch bouncing herms for a good hour and a quarter before needing to submit to my temptations.  Of course, during this hour, I put up enough arousal and intentional teasing to ruin the efforts of those around me, and I answered Kim's constant frustration with a little curtsey and a seductive smile.

Thus, the class slowly shifted, and more joined the ranks of those who waited 'till the end of the period before coming.  This resulted in less messes on the teachers, less damage to the board's contents mid-lesson, and less furs interrupting a lecture with a high-pitched scream of joy.

Of course, this created some desire without a place, so we caught up after dinner.  Almost all the students had taken it upon themselves to masturbate once a day.  Having an orgasm in class was good, but the final climax was needed just before bed time, so that we could all sleep with the fewest chances of wet dreams and surprises to the ones sharing the dorm room - especially those in the lower bunk, which included myself.

Now, I'm sure I'll have teased the both of you a whole lot, but check this out: pictures!  Yep, uh-huh!  I've sent in a few Polaroid shots of us in our gym wear!  Please, please tell me I look adorable in these things.  I know the others are positive on it.  Really, what's there not to love in a dragoness clad in a suit that just barely covers hir best proposals?

I don't know how hard you two have it, but I know everyone here is irresistible.  The girl, Joyce, I talked to her again a few days ago and... she had a pretty agile set of tongues to offer me.  And my section of the dorm is populated by some of the most gifted students I've seen on campus, as if all the best of the best was rounded up in Third Degree.

I counted.  The total ratio of breasts to fur is 4.7:1.  And for cocks, it's 2.8:1.  Size, I couldn't even begin.  One I saw in another class, sie reached from one end of the corridor to the other with hir shaft.  Hir sex was hir mattress, blanket and pillow all at once.  She told me sie had never managed to house it completely within hir.  The best sie could do was with twenty feet of cock still outside and bouncing.  The car sie had bought to go around town was a custom-made pickup with the bed section located at the front!

I could keep going on about the ways we try to manage our lives, but I'd like to keep some material for my next letters.  Yes, I know I described only two classes on my first day with two months between the letters, but you never know!  There's all the phone calls I got to take into account.  I hope Sapphire isn't in too much pain from the scream I unleashed into the phone yesterday.  I had tried my best but...  I learned to make my calls in private from now on.  If anyone saw a phone call going on, they jumped on your sexes and tried to disrupt the conversation as much as possible.  Outside of class, we were flat out bonkers despite our claims of sanity.  We had to replace our mahjong set last week due to erosion.  That, and a tile found a way to lodge itself into Lavenna.  We expect hir to give birth to a wonderful family of mahjong tiles in nine months.  The damn thing just disappeared inside of hir.  Vanished.  Can't find it anymore!

By the time you get this letter, it'll probably be time for another call, so now's your cue!  Give me some news, please!



~~Avvie